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Haft * His grace lookes cheerefully andfmooth todays 
Theres fomc conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 
Jthinke there is neuer a man in Chriftendome, 

That can leffer hide his loue or hate then he .* 

\ For by his face ftraight fliall you know his heart. 

■Oar, What of his heart perceiueyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day ? 

H<*/?.Marry,that with no man here he is offended. 

For if he were,he would haue (hewne it in his face. 

JDarJ pray God he benot,I fay. 

enter Qlofter. 

Clo.l pray you all.what do they deferue 
That do confpire my death with diuelliih plots 
Of damned witchcraft: and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their hellifli charmes? - 
H«ft. T he tender loue 1 beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me mo ft forward in this noble prefence. 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

Ifay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

^Vc.Thenbeyoureyes the witni fie of this ill. 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like a blaftcd fapliqg withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife 3 thatmonftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot (trumpet d’/wv, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft, lftheyhauedonechisthingmy graciour Lord., 
G/o.Ifthou TtoteVtor of this damned (trumpet, 

Te ! ft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul,. 

.Twill not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame,fome fee it dene : 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, mnet 
Haft. Wo, wo, for England^ not a whit for me: Ca.v>itb Haft 
For I toofond might haue preuented this': 

Stanley did dresme thfe boare did race his hclmc, 

Butt difdaind it, and did fcorneto die. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble,. 
And ftartled when he lookt vpon the T ower, & 
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As loth to b eare me to the daughter- houfc. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that Ipake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Totnfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And 1 ray felfc fecure in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecurfe 
Islightened on poore Haftings wretched head 
(ftat .Difpatch my Lord.the Duke would be at dinner : 
Make a ftiort (hrift ,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft.O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

\ Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of heauen : 

Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour faire looker. 

Lines like a drunken Sayler on amaft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downc 
Into fatali bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade meto the blocke.beare him my head. 

They fmileatme,that(hortIy ihallbedead. ExemG 

Enter ‘Duke ofGlafterarid Buckingham marmeur . 
jg(7/o.Comccoulen,canftthou quake&ehange thy colours 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop agame, 

As if thou wert deftraught and mad with terror. 

Buc.T ut feare net me. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prie on euery fide s 
, Intending deepe fufpitioti,gaftly lookes 
i Are atmyferuicelikeinforced (miles. 

And both ate readie in their offices 
' To grace my ftratagems. Eutes Mater. 

Gl», H~re comes theMaior. 

Buc, Let me alone to entertaine him; Lord Maior 
(?/e.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon we haue fent for you, 

Glo.fatesby ouerlooke the walles. 

5«f.Harke, I hearea drumme. 

G/«.Looke backe.dcfend thee, here are enemies 
Buc. God and ourjnnocehcie defend vs, 

(tfo.O, O, be quiet>it is C Atet h» 
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